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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you to jules_chara for proof-reading this one and offering her support. It's always nice to meet new 


friends :) 


Its Friday night, almost midnight and an hour till closing. Becca has had a shitty night as she's had two people 
call in sick and since she's the night manager, it's her job to fix things. 


Except she couldn't fix it this time, so Becca's had to pull a double shift in this dark and smokey lounge bar at 
the best five-star hotel in the area. She's dealt with weary guests that have hardly acknowledged her, a group 
of long-haired young men on a pub crawl, bitchy society ladies that looked her up and down as they ordered, 
and a lonely, very handsy, old man who can't and won't keep his hands to himself as she walks past. 


Becca's doubly pissed because tomorrow night is the Bon Jovi concert in the arena across town but because 
of the staffing issues, it looks almost certain that she'll end up missing it or having to cut it short. 


Mike, her best friend at work, is one of those who has called in. He has promised to try and take the shift for 


her, but it will depend on the stomach flu he's caught from his boyfriend. 


The bar starts to empty, leaving just the older man and the rowdy group in the corner. Becca hasn't taken 
much notice of them, because it's only been the one guy in a baseball cap and dark glasses coming to order 
from the bar, opting out of the table service. She had shaken her head mentally at the dark glasses at this 
time of night, but who is she to say anything? 


As Becca is starting to tidy things up for the night, she shudders as she hear a, "Oh Miss?" coming from the 
old man's table. She plasters a forced smile on her face as she picks up her tray to take his order. She tries 
to stay on the opposite side of the table but because of the noise coming from the corner, she is forced to 
move closer. Becca is concentrating on her note pad and doesn't take much notice of what he's doing till she 
get a bit closer and by that time it's too late. He grabs her hand and pulls her down, forcing her hand into a 


naked, wrinkled lap. 


"Oh my god! What are you doing? Get away from mel" she screams, getting the attention of the group of 


young men. 


A couple of them that have had their backs to the bar and have been sitting in chairs turn around to see 
what the commotion is all about. They see the struggle Becca's putting up and the look of panic on her face 
and jump up immediately to help. 


The taller, dark haired one, grabs the man by the arm, gripping him tight and forcing him to release her hand. 


"Teek, call the cops, man! Management too!" he says, as a smaller, dark haired, muscled man gets up from the 


table and heads out to the foyer. 


The taller blonde that got up first, gathers Becca up into his arms and rubs a soothing hand up and down her 
back until her breathing calms and evens out. He then tips Becca's face up to his to look up into his bluest-of- 
blue eyes. 


Becca's breath hitches a little as he says "Are you alright, baby? Did he hurt you?" 


"N-no, he didn't hurt me but please let me go," she replies quickly, as she feel the need to vomit in revulsion 


and to scrub her hands till they bleed. 
Bewildered, he lets her go but watches her carefully, as she heads to the ladies room. 


She heads to the stall first and empties the contents of her stomach, praying that it's not the stomach flu. 
Becca scrubs her hands for what seems like forever, before feeling clean enough to use them to rinse the 


foul taste from her mouth. 


As she opens the door to face whatever management has in store for her, Becca runs straight into a solid 


wall of fur. 


"Oof! Slow down, sweetheart!" the voice from moments before says. 


"Oh my god, I'm so sorry! | wasn't looking.." her voice peters out as it finally dawns on her, exactly who owns 


those blue eyes. 


Chapter 2 


"You... you're Jon Bon Jovil" Becca says as her eyes travel over the face that she's studied closely for years. 
"That's what it says on my passport," he smirks. 


"Then, they're." she says as she turns her head to look back into the bar, seeing police, management and a 
small group of what she thought were just young guys out for a big night. 


"My band, my friends.. my slightly drunk brothers. Call them what you will," he says with a fond smile, looking 


into the bar also. 
"Come on, | think the police are looking for you, baby," he says, taking Becca's hand in his. 


It was that moment that she realized that her fingers were still curled into his chest hair. Becca give herself 


a mental face palm in embarrassment. 

Jon leads her out to the main bar area. The hotel manager has closed the bar for the night and has balanced 
the till for her. He generously has given Becca the rest of the night off, before thanking the group of men for 
coming to the aid of the staff. 


"Don't worry about staff tomorrow, I'll pull in some from the restaurant, to cover everyone. They owe me a 


favour or two!" 
"Thanks, George, it really threw me. I'm sorry!" 


"Don't worry about it, just be thankful that these gents were here!" being totally unaware of who ‘these gents’ 


were. 
"Excuse me, miss, could we take your statement now, please?" one of the officers asked. 

"We've taken everyone's except yours," he said looking around. 

"We'll wait over here, the boys want to make sure you're okay," Jon says, indicating with his head and a smile. 
Becca nods and smiles, as she walks over to a table with the officer. 


After a while, the questions cease, charges are laid against the man and he's escorted from the hotel by the 
police. Becca still sits there slightly dazed from the unexpected turn of events. 


"Hey sweetheart, are you okay?" she hears, not really paying attention to the surroundings. 


"Hmm? Yeah, yeah, I'm okay. | think," she says. 


"Do you feel up to meeting the guys?" Jon asks and it's that moment that Becca remembers exactly WHO is 
sitting next to her! 


"Oh crap, | look a mess! | can't meet Bon Jovi looking like | do!" she says. 
He lets out a loud laugh and says, "Baby, you're beautiful and besides you've already met the best, now you 


get to meet the rest!" He grabs her hand and leads her over to the others and puts his arm around Becca's 


shoulder. 


"Becca, my name is Becca! Thank you all so much! I'm so happy to meet you all, I'm a huge fan.. and l'm 


rambling on, I'm sorry! Gah! I'm so embarrassed!" clamping a hand over her mouth quickly. 


There's amused chuckles coming from all the guys and one by one, they hug her and make sure that she is 


okay. 


"Well, if you'll excuse me, | have to make a call to home. l'm glad you're okay, sweetheart!” Hugh says before 


heads to the elevators. 
David and Tico take their leave as well, heading off to find another venue with some live music. 


Hugging them both and thanking them again, Becca stops David and asks, indicating to his hair. "Could | be so 
bold to ask a huge favour? May |?" 


Laughing, he says, “Sure thing, honey! But just for you!" 


She pulls down a blonde corkscrew curl, just to watch it ping straight back, then kisses his cheek again as a 


thank you. 

"So then there were three," Richie says as he moves in for a hug, kissing Becca on her lips. 
‘I'm so grateful to you, to you all, for saving me tonight!" she says. 

"So how are you feeling, darlin’? You're looking a little wild eyed there," he asks. 


"Actually, | am feeling a bit shaky and a bit wired. Truth be told, I'm not really looking forward to going home 
to an empty apartment, but my flat mate has gone to her parents place for the weekend," she says. 


The boys exchange look over her head that she doesn't catch due to her fractured nerves. 


"Have you got a boyfriend that you need to call, maybe?" Jon asks. 
"No, not even a goldfish that needs feeding," Becca says ironically. 
"Are you coming to the concert tomorrow?" he asks. 


"Well, | have tickets, but it all depends on staff calling in sick. Since I'm a duty manager, it comes back on me to 
fill in" 


With that Jon says, "Back in a minute," and goes out to the reception 


He comes back and says, "All sorted, you've got the rest of the weekend off!" He walks around the bar and 
grabs a couple of bottles of wine and vodka. "Where's the best place to leave the money for these?" he asks, 


pulling out more cash than is necessary from his wallet. 

‘In the balloon sniffer on the back wall, they'll find it, if not, I'll let them know later," Becca replies. 
"Okay, I've got the drinks, Rich, you grab the girl, let's gol" They head for the elevators. 

Richie hits the up button and the doors open straight away. 

"After you, baby girl," indicating for Becca to head in first. 


Her head is spinning from the earlier events and more importantly, being in an elevator with the hottest rock 


gods in the world, heading up to their room, for god's sake! 


In the short ride up to their floor, there is minimal talk, but the little touches from Richie and looks from Jon 
fill the void more than adequately. 


The doors open and Jon leads the way out, clinking bottles as he walks. Becca follows him the short distance up 


the hall, Richie still holding her hand and bringing up the rear. 


Jon stops at the penthouse suite door and turns to Becca, holding his hands up, full of bottles, and says with a 
smirk, "My hands are full and Rich left his card key in the room earlier, could you get mine out of my jeans 


please, Becca?" 


She swallows hard and with a shaking hand, she starts to put her hand in his back pocket when Richie says 
with a wink, "He usually keeps it in his front pocket." 


She fishes it out, trying to ignore the flutters in her belly as she sees Jon's eyes darken and feels Richie 
move in slightly closer, not letting go of her hand. Becca reaches around Jon and swipes the card and he opens 


the door with his ass. 


"Welcome, beautifull" he purrs as she passes by. 


Richie and Jon's eyes meet hotly as they pass each other but Becca is oblivious to it as she's looking around 


the suite. She makes her way across the room to the floor-to-ceiling bank of windows overlooking the city. 


Chapter 3 


Jon places the bottles down and Richie finds glasses and pours the drinks. He indicates to Jon to take a glass to 


Becca while he turns on some music. 


Mesmerized by the view, Becca is startled when a glass is presented in front of her and a kiss is placed on 


her shoulder. 
‘Ive never been in one of the suites before, let alone the penthouse. The view is beautiful," she says. 
"Time to relax, honey, and just let the past few hours go," Jon says quietly to her. 


He slips an arm around her from behind and starts to sway gently to the music, softly singing along to 
whatever is being played. 


"Hey, you two, come join me on the sofa," Richie says, patting the seat next to him. He's kicked off his shoes, 
undone his shirt and picked up his guitar, quietly strumming along to what's playing, losing himself in the music. 


He's totally oblivious to the fact that he looks as sexy as hell, long dark hair, smooth, tanned skin exposed by 
his shirt. He is watching them both with half closed eyes, wetting his bottom lip with his tongue and catching 
it in his teeth, mesmerised by the sight. 


Jon groans softly near Becca's ear, sending frissons of goosebumps up and down her spine. He takes a deep 
breath and guides her to the sofa. She sinks down gratefully, thinking her legs won't keep her upright for too 


much longer. 


The effects of a too-long day, the assault, meeting the entire Bon Jovi band and now ending up wrapped in the 
arms of a man she's lusted after for years, and his best friend sitting right beside her on the other side, is 


all taking its toll 


Becca takes a big swallow of wine to try and calm her nerves but little tendrils of desire are coursing their 


way through her bloodstream. 
Jon tops up her drink and asks, "So what's your story, Becca? Why is there no boyfriend to go home to?" 
Richie pauses his playing to top up his drink and settles down to listen too. 


"Um, there's really not that much to tell. lim 24, no family left after my parents died. My best friend in the 
world is Mike, who works at the bar also. We went to school together. He's my family now. My flat mate is 
purely is a business arrangement, she's always at either Uni or at her boyfriend's place, but because my place 
is in the catchment area for the Uni, it was her way of getting in," she explains. "I'm usually working at the 


bar five nights out of seven, and being duty manager, I've got no time for socializing. Most of the guys that 


come into the bar are too old or too drunk with their friends." 
"Oh god, and you ended up with it all tonight, hey babe?" Richie says, laughing. 


"Kinda, but what | though was just a group of drunks out on a pub crawl were actually my knights in shining 


armor, rescuing me from the clutches of the naked old perv!" she says, giggling. 


The wine is working its magic on Becca's body, loosening her tongue and relaxing her tense muscles. It doesn't 
hurt that Jon's been tracing little circular patterns on the back of her neck just below the hairline. 


"Glad we could help, sweetheart," Jon says softly and his fingers turn her chin around to face him. 

He leans in to take a small nip of her lips. Becca's eyelids flutter closed as the onslaught of teasing continues. 
Meanwhile Richie has started pulling the clasp and pins out of her hair and running his fingers through the 
blonde tresses to release it from the way it was pinned, tugging gently and scraping his fingernails across her 
scalp and relaxing Becca further. He brushes her hair away from her neck and places a kiss just below Becca's 


ear. 


The wine glass is taken from Becca and her hand is placed on the jeans-clad thigh of the guitarist who is still 
exploring her neck with his lips. 


Jon's kisses are getting more insistent, eventually forcing her mouth open to allow his tongue in to duel with 
hers. Becca's heart is threatening to flutter straight out of her chest and she doesn't know which way to go - 
melt into the kisses of one or to allow the lips of the other further access to her pulse points. 

Becca has started exploring the seam underneath her fingertips, moving, feeling, plucking. She goes one way and 
feels a hard knee cap, soooo not the intended destination since the heat is coming from the other direction and 
she feels the need to find that heat. 

Becca's head spins momentarily and she pulls away from both, gasping for breath. 


"What's wrong, baby?" Jon asks. 


"N-nothing, just need to breathe for a minute. Can | use a bathroom, please?" she asks then gulps down the 
rest of her wine. 


"Sure thing, just through the bedroom there," says Richie, rearranging himself slightly and grinning. 


Jon has his head thrown over the back of the couch, breathing heavyily and legs splayed to reveal an erection 


that is confined in tight jeans. His hand is absently rubbing it while he watches her walk off. 


Chapter 4 


Becca closes the door to the bathroom and hits the lights. 


What she sees is a look of total wanton disarray. Her hair has been pulled out and finger-combed in wild 
tendrils. Her lips are red and well-kissed. Her eyes are wide and full of desire and the beginnings of a small love 
bite is appearing below her ear. Things were moving so fast, her head was spinning and she just needed a few 


moments to gather her thoughts. 


Pulling her blouse out from her jeans to relieve the pressure on her nipples, Becca goes to empty her bladder 
of the wine that she drank. Cleaning up is torturous as all her clit wants is to be played with by talented, 


calloused fingers. 

After washing her hands, she takes a deep breath and starts making her way back to the living room. 

As she gets to the doorway, the sight before her is both totally unexpected and completely hot. 

Jon is almost in the same position as when she left, however, Richie's head is in his lap and his cheek is 
nuzzling into Jon's groin. Richie's right arm is flung haphazardly over his eyes and his fingers are lazily running 
across Jon's belly and under the waistband of his jeans. 

Jon's hands are busy too; one gently clutching into dark hair every time the other's fingers get closer to their 
destination and its pair idly toying with the turgid nipples of the guitarist laying in his lap. There seemed to be 
a growing pile of shirts, socks and shoes off to one side of the couch. 


Stopping in the doorway, Becca lets out a moan, drawing the attention of the two males. 


"Hey beautiful Becca, hope you don't mind that we kept going without you?" says Jon, looking up. Neither of 


them are in a hurry to disengage themselves. 
"Come join us, baby. We're nice enough to share," Richie says, holding out a hand and smirking. 


Staring as she takes the whole scene in, Becca walks over slowly, unbuttoning her shirt as she goes. The colour 
of the eyes of both men drop about ten shades deeper, and all hands stop what they were previously doing as 
they watch her progress across the room. Becca sees the bottle of vodka on the coffee table and she picks it 
up to take a healthy swallow. 


Becca hears simultaneous groans coming from the couch. Placing the bottle back down, she shrugs one 
shoulder out of her shirt, revealing one breast covered in a pale peach lace balconette bra, cut so low her 


nipples are barely contained. 


Walking the small space to stand in front of the men, Becca runs her hand from underneath her hair, down 


her neck, over her breast, stopping to tease her own nipple, dragging the edge of the lacy cup down slightly. 


Her hand continues over her belly to rest on the buttons of her jeans. 


Pop, the top one opens. Pop, second one follows. Pop, pop, the last two give way, giving a brief glimpse of 
matching, barely there, pale peach lace. Turning around and bending over, Becca hooks her thumbs in the 
waistband and slowly peels her jeans down. They fall in a puddle on the floor at her feet. Becca straightens up 


and looks over her shoulder, before turning around again. 


Jon is on his hands and knees, stalking to her like a big predatory cat. Hunger is evident in his eyes, his teeth 


bared and a growl coming from his throat. 


She is startled when she feels Richie up behind her. She hadn't seen or heard him move. He places his hands 


on her shoulders and drags them down her arms, collecting both of her wrists in one of his large hands. 
While he has her hands captive, he suggestively rubs himself against Becca's curled fists and says in a voice 
that is like liquid chocolate, "You look good enough to eat, baby. | wonder how you taste? Are you as 
wholesome as apple pie, as sweet as cotton candy, as smooth as the finest chocolate or rich and heady like a 


fine red wine?" 


Becca stifles a moan as best as she can as the effects of the alcohol and warm breath in her ear take hold, 


turning her insides to molten lava. 


"Look how you've made Jonny crawl to your feet, his hands are itching to get rid of these itty-bitty scraps of 


lace you call underwear. Watch his nostrils flare, smelling you, his tongue is trying to taste you." 

And she does take in all those things. His hands are clutching open and closed on his thighs as he's kneeling at 
Becca's feet. His eyes flicking from her face to Richie's and to her body before him, his face a foot away from 
her hot, wet pussy. 

As Becca is watching him watching her, she feels her juices flow copiusly and the tip of his tongue flicks out 
to lick his lips. His eyes widen slightly. His eyes flick back, hotly, to hers quickly. He knows! He can smell her 
fragrance. 

"Jonny!" Richie breaks Jon out of his reverie. 

"Yes, boss?" he answers meekly. 


"Stand up! Hand me your scarf!" he commands his lead singer. 


Becca has heard stories of how Jon is the leader of the group in all ways, but this picture doesn't gel with 


those stories. She's totally intrigued by this new development and it makes her squirm some more. 


Jon hands Richie his scarf and asks, "May | take off my jeans now, please?" 


"Help me with our pretty Becca first. Undo this piece of fluff that's barely holding these tight little nipples in 


place." Richie says as Jon moves closer to them both. 


She watches closely as Jon does as he's been asked. He steps closer yet again and runs calloused fingers along 
the scalloped edge of her bra, brushing lightly over stiff nipples. His hands continue under her arms to her 
back, pulling her up closer again to his body. One flick and the bra falls away. Becca's shirt is gently removed 
then the straps agonizingly dragged down her arms. Both are thrown on the floor like rags. The scarf is 
wrapped around her wrists gently but tied firmly. 


More aware now than ever of the male bodies in front of and behind her, she hears every breath they take, 
every move they make. Their hair tickles and teases, their cocks swelling within their owners’ jeans, rubbing 


against her body but not in the places she craves. 


"Jon, you can take your pants off now, but not too fast! | want to watch Becca when she sees you for the 
first time," Richie purrs and leaves her standing there by herself. 


He walks over to Jon and stands in front of him. Richie then swipes his thumb over Jon's bottom lip. Jon opens 


his mouth and takes a tentative taste of the invading digit before gently biting it and sucking it into his mouth. 


The guitarist drops his head back and closes his eyes, moaning slightly. He pulls back and caresses Jon's cheek 
as he walks behind the smaller man. Wrapping an arm around from behind, Richie trails his hand over Jon's 
chest, tweaking nipples and gently tugging at tufts of fur before placing his hand over Jon's cock and saying 
into his ear, "Take them off baby." 


Its Jon's turn to moan and throw his head back on to his guitarists shoulder, and Richie unzips Jon's jeans. 
The flaps open to reveal an impressive erection, strong as steel, smooth as silk, precum glistening from the 


eye ready to drop to the floor. 


Richie turns Jon's head toward him for a long, deep kiss as his hand pushes down the jeans further and grips 


his cock, starting to pump in long, slow strokes. 


Becca cries out at the wondrous sight before her as her pussy pulses with the need to come. Her chest is 
heaving and it feels like she can't breathe. Becca tests the restraints on her wrists but they don't budge. Her 
nipples are puckered so hard that they hurt. 


She takes a chance on an idea that has come into her head. Taking a step closer, she kneels at their feet and 


in a timid voice says, "Please, s-sir, m-may | taste?" 


The guys break away from their kiss to look at down at Becca kneeling before them. Jon has a slightly dazed 
look on his face as Richie releases his hold on the cock in his hand, curling it into her hair and bringing her 
face closer to both groins. The hand that was holding Jon by the chin is put to good use by finally unzipping 


his own jeans to release himself. 


Chapter 5 


Richie kicks off his jeans and squats down on his haunches in front of Becca, her eyes drawn to the 
magnificent sight before her. 


"So, pretty Becca, you want to play a little with us?" he asks suggestively as he palms his own huge cock. She 
swallows hard at the sight of it revealed in all its glory. 


"Y-yes please, s-sir." 


He looks at her closely for a moment to gauge her commitment and quietly says "Are you sure because you 


can walk out that door at anytime, do you hear?" 
Becca nods her head in understanding and whispers back "Thank you, sir." 


Standing beside him, Jon's head is tipped to one side, his breathing coming out in huffs as he tries to reign in 


his lust. 


"Jon, baby, lose the jeans and lie down on the sofa," Richie says. Jon can't seem to move quickly enough to do 
what he's been told He shucks the rest of his jeans off and quickly gets on the sofa, his proud cock bobbing 


with every slight movement. 


Richie has been watching and nods his head in approval, stands, then says "Up you get, baby girl, | want you 
over here." He points to a spot behind the back of the sofa. 


She struggles slightly to get up since her hands are tied, but she manages to do so and walks over to the spot 


he's shown her. 


Jon is lying on the sofa stiffly, gritting his teeth and breathing heavily. Becca is standing with Richie behind the 


sofa when he firmly pushes her to bend over the back as he takes her soaked panties off. 


"Oh Jonny, our little Becca is very naughty.. her lacy panties are soaking wet!" he says, then drapes them over 


Jon's nose and mouth. 
Jon takes a deep breath and lets out a guttural moan. 


"| wonder if she tastes as good as she smells, Jonny? Shall | taste her for you, Jonny?" Richie taunts his best 
friend as he spreads her legs. 


Becca's hungry clit is begging to be touched and her pussy is salivating. The dark-haired guitarist leans down 
and inhales deeply before surprising her with a full tongue lick from that greedy bundle of nerves to her 


puckered rosebud. Becca screams in delight. 


He then moves to stand level with Jon's head and says, "Delicious, baby, would you like to taste?" 


"Yes, please, boss!" Jon hisses. Richie swoops down for a deep kiss, smearing her juices over Jon's face and 


tongue. 
"Would you like to find out how hot she is?" he all but whispers in the blonde's ear. 
He nods in answer. 


Richie moves back to Becca and bends over her again, and while watching Jon, says, "Be a dirty little girl now, 
pretty Becca, and suck that cock dry, if you can. You see, Jon's not allowed to come till | let him and if he 
does, then he'll be punished. So let's see how he does, shall we?" 


"Would you like to feel Becca's mouth swallow your pretty-boy cock, baby?" the master says, looking into his 
friend's eyes as he pushes her head down. Becca gets a quick chance to wet her lips before her mouth engulfs 


the heavily veined, throbbing cock. 


He screams through the pleasure of finally feeling a hot, wet mouth around his engorged member. "Oh godl 


Fuck! Ahhhh-hhhhhhhh! Oh baby, so good! Please, boss, may | come.. please, God!" he begs. 


Becca savors his taste, burning it into her memory for the future, as she takes Jon down her throat as far 
as she can without gagging. Sucking hard all the way back up his shaft, her tongue pays particular attention to 
that special spot just underneath the head, before running it around the sensitive edge and back down again. 


The brown eyes of the guitarist turn hot and liquid chocolate in colour as he's watching. He grabs Becca's ass 


cheeks and holds them wide to watch how wet she's become. 


Her hands start to twitch and flex, aching to hold something other than each other and some handfuls of 


scarf. 


"Not long now, my beautiful pets," he says as he rubs the head of his massive cock against Becca's pussy, 


mixing his precum and her juices before plunging into her in one swift stroke. 


Becca pulls her mouth off Jon as a scream breaks from her throat and she gulps for air while she gets used 


to the girth of his erection 


“Shhhh baby, you'll wake the neighbours," Richie says with a chuckle and starts to move within her. "Head back 
down little girl. God, you're so wet and tight" He thrusts slowly at first, relishing the feel of her muscles 
gripping him, the slurping of juices. 

He's just about to give Jon permission to come when the internal connecting door opens with a smash. 


"Hey guys, have you heard.. heard.. sc-screams?" The blonde curly-haired keyboardist stops dead in his tracks. 
"Oh my GOD, oh my God, I'm so sorry. | think I'll just go now..” 


Chapter 6 


"Davey, wait a minute! Close the door, man!" Richie halts David's retreat with his commanding voice. 


"You're back early, my friend Where's Tico?" he asks casually, never stopping his agorizingly slow thrusts into 


Becca. 
"H-he.. ummm.. he-he's gone to his room to phone home, th-then heading to bed," David stutters, not knowing 
where to look, but wanting to look at the same time. He's seen his band mates in many states of copulation 


before, but he can sense that something is different about this situation 


"Good, good, come over here, man, we're not going to bite. Becca, baby, leave Jon be for a moment," Richie 


commands. 
She gives Jon's cock one final swipe of her tongue and she does as she's been told 


Jon throws an arm over his face and groans loudly in disappointment. She sees a tear leak from his eye and 


roll down his cheek. 


Richie helps Becca to stand upright and loosens the ties from her wrists then rubs her shoulders to relax the 
tight muscles. He tips Becca's face up to his to see her eyes, "You okay, baby?" 


"Yes, sir," she answers quietly. 


"Dave is going to join us, | want you to be okay with that, but just remember you can leave if you're not 


comfortable," he whispers into her ear. 
"Yes, sir," she replies with a gleam in her eye. The master grins seeing that glimmer of adventure and lust. 
"David, let the Joker come out to play, my friend!" Richie says, turning and clapping him on the shoulder. 


"I think you need a drink! Becca, would you help our Davey with a drink, while | take care of Jonny here," he 
says helping Jon sit upright on the sofa and pouring them both a hefty shot of vodka. 


He pulls Jon into a warm embrace and wipes the tears from his eyes with the pads of his thumbs then 


rewards him with slow, gentle kisses and murmurs of love. 


Flexing her hands for a bit to get the circulation back into them, Becca picks up the bottle and walks slowly 
over to where David is sitting on a soft, wide lounge chair. He is transfixed by his friends embracing on the 
other sofa. Becca kneels at his feet and starts to remove his shoes and socks before he pulls his eyes down 


to her. 


"Becca, are you okay, have they hurt you at all?" David asks, concerned for her welfare after what she had 


been through today. 


"Yes sir, I'm fine. I'm more than fine with this," she answers as her hands scoot up his legs to his thighs. 


Holding the bottle up to him, she asks, "Would you like a drink, sir?" 


David takes the bottle and takes a couple of good, healthy swallows of the clear liquid. 

He is still fascinated by the sight of his lead singer and guitarist kissing and fondling each other on the other 
sofa. He is almost ashamed of the fact that he is equally being turned on by it, and by the naked beauty at 
his feet. His cargoes have started to tent in his lap. He grabs his jacket and throws it over his bulging groin. 


Becca stands up and walks behind him and Becca runs her hands over his shoulders, so strong and tense. She 
kneads and caresses and works her hands around to the front of his chest to slowly pop the buttons on his 


shirt. 


He groans as she separates the two sides to reveal his Joker tattoo and well-muscled chest and abs. Becca 
runs her hands down those muscles and back again, feeling them twitch under her fingers, the Joker seemingly 


laughing, and then removes his shirt altogether. 


She has his shirt in one hand and picks up his jacket off his lap with the other and promptly drops them over 
the back of another chair. 


Becca hears a groan come from the newest member of the pleasure party and she looks in the same direction 
as his gaze to see Jon on the floor kneeling between Richie's knees, mouth stretched wide to take his massive 


cock. Becca's pussy pulses in recollection of how much girth his cock really has. 
She walks around Dave's chair again and kneels. Sliding her hands up his thighs, Becca palms his erection 
through his pants and he jumps with surprise and desire. Needing to see what's in store for her, Becca 


unbuckles his belt, pops the button and releases the zipper. 


Just slightly smaller than his band mates, his cock is still a sight to behold. Standing at full attention and 
starting to ooze precum, Becca takes a small lick to sample his flavour. She is rewarded with a loud and long 
groan and a hand gently moving through her hair to guide her back down, 


Richie has been watching his new pet pleasure one of his best friends and is pleased with the results. 


"Becca, my beauty, come over here," Richie beckons and she kisses the top of Dave's cock and makes her way 


on hands and knees over to Richie and kneels in front of him. 


"You and Jon have pleased me well tonight, so I'm giving you both a reward," he says as he caresses her cheek 


with one hand while running the fingers of the other hand up and down the inside of Jon's thigh. 


"Come up here, baby, and put Jonny out of his misery. I'm giving you both permission to come now and if you 


put on a good show for Davey, then we'll see about more ways to make you come again and again and again," 


her purrs to them both. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
CHAPTER 7 IS NOW FIXED! Sorry for the glitch, folks! 


Richie holds out his hand to help Becca up and kisses her hand as she climbs onto Jon's lap. Richie then moves 


off the couch and walks over to Dave. 


"You ready, my friend?" he almost whispers as he plays with Dave's curls, running calloused fingers over skin, 


causing goosebumps to appear over Dave's body. 


Jon crushes Becca to his chest as he bruises her mouth with kisses. He grabs Becca's shoulders from under 
her arms, grabbing her hair in his fist in his horny, frustrated state. She rubs herself against his hairy chest 
to give her nipples the stimulation they crave, teasing her pussy with the heatwaves coming from his cock. 


He lifts her up slightly, his cock nudging the entrance to her tunnel of muscle, then slams into Becca with 
sweet force. They both hold still, gasping for breath for what seems like an eternity until she feels the basic 


need to grind her pelvis against his. 


"Oh sweet fucking God, baby, feels so good! Yeeeeessssssss!" Becca screams, as Jon leaves hot, opened-mouth 
kisses down her neck to her breast, eventually taking the nipple between his lips and teeth. Becca changes her 
angle by leaning back, bracing herself with a straight arm on Jon's leg. They're both letting their bodies take 
their own pace and since they've both been denied release for so long, it's only moments before Becca feels 


the curl of heat deep in her belly. 


"Come with me, sweetheart," is all she needs to hear and she feels her mind and body shatter into a millions 
pieces. Jon is half a moment behind her, Becca's muscles, hot and squeezing, trigger his own mind-blowing 


release. 


Becca slumps forward to place her forehead on his chest, his head thrown over the back of the couch, bodies 
still twitching and convulsing, hearts thumping almost in unison, eyes unseeing, mouths too busy gasping for air 


to be kissing, and fingers in a bruising grip on soft skin 


Somewhere in her semi-conscious state, Becca's hearing starts to register more deep throated groans and 
slick skin on skin. She gathers enough energy to turn around to see Richie jerking Davey off, sending streams 
of hot, white come over hands and bodies, but the master of control still has his raging hard on, never 


depleted, never wavering. 


"Come on, baby girl, time to help the boss out," Jon says close to her ear, winking with a look on his face as if 


To say, ‘now you know who's really in charge: 
Becca shoots him a sly smile and bestows a deep, lingering kiss to him. 


She climbs off his lap and walks over to Richie and Dave. Becca moves between them and gives them both hot, 
hungry kisses. She braces herself on the arms of the chair David is sitting in, and takes his cock into her 
mouth again, deep throating it, feeling it swell and grow again She thrusts her ass in Richie's face, silently 
giving him the open invitation to fuck her. Both men are groaning and unable to complete coherent words, let 


alone sentences. 


Becca feels Richie's cock slide effortlessly into her, thanks to the precum leaking from him and the combined 


juices of her previous activities. 


His fingers grip her hips, leaving small bruises and crescent shaped fingernail marks and he plunges deep into 


her heated passage. He places hot open-mouthed kisses all over her back. 


Becca has David's two hands tangled in her hair, one urging her down further, the other just for something to 


hang onto, to anchor himself to her. 


Meanwhile, Jon has had a renewal in energy and is standing beside the threesome, erection in hand, pumping 


away in unison to the action in front of him. 
The air is filled with moans of desire, small words of encouragement, and the smell of lust and sex. 


Richie changes his angle slightly, hitting Becca's sweet spot and sending her careening off into a massive 
orgasm. Her pulsing muscles trigger a chain reaction and the master of control loses his mind with his release 
that's been building for the whole night. He roars loudly as his hot come shoots into her pussy, filling it to 


overflowing. 


Becca's moan, deep in her throat, send shock waves through Dave's cock and triggers his second mind-blowing 
release in moments. He holds her by her hair to keep her mouth in place as Becca gulps it all down, savoring 
the taste left on her tongue. She kisses the top of his cock as she lets it pop from her mouth and rests her 
head on his belly, as Becca's still impaled on Richie's cock. 


Jon has been standing silent witness to the scene and has had a speedy recovery as Becca feels hot come hit 


the small of her back. Richie reaches to him, pulling him in for a hot kiss as he comes. 


After a little time, Becca disentangles herself from Richie and Davey and slowly stands upright, stretching her 


tired muscles. 


"Jonny, take Davey back to his room to clean up and put him to bed. He looks done for the night," Richie says, 
drawing the blonde singer in for another full kiss. 


"Sure, boss," is the answer with a smile and a wink and a kiss for Becca as well. 


Jon pulls David up with both hands, picks up his discarded clothes, throws an arm around his shoulders and 
leads him off to the connecting room. 


Chapter 8 


"Are you okay, baby girl?" Richie asks, holding Becca tight. 
"Absolutely! Tired and sticky but more than okay!" Becca says chuckling. 


"Come and have a shower, then climb into bed. You got no place to be tomorrow, do you?" he asks, leading her 


back into the bathroom. 


He turns the shower on to a perfect heat setting and the jets pummel away any stiffness in Becca before 


joining her. 
"Let me do all the work, sweetness, you've had a big night!" and he proceeds to wash her body gently, 
scrubbing off all dried evidence of the boys' pleasure. He washes her hair, taking great care to work out any 


tangles. 


Becca notices that his cock has a mind of its own and has started to show renewed interest when she takes 


over washing his gorgeous body. Becca squeezes a generous amount of gel into her hand and slowly strokes 


him to full hardness. 


He has to lean up against the wall of the shower just to stay upright. Becca pulls his head down to kiss him as 


he wraps his arms around her and picks her up. 

"Are you sure?" he asks and she only has time to nod as he spears her with both cock and tongue. 

A few hard, fast thrusts later and they're both tipping off that edge to oblivion again 

"I gotta let you down now, baby, before my legs give out," he says chuckling, "Not only have you kept up with 
us, you've worn me out! The King of Swing has a reputation to protect!" He holds her tight and kisses you, 
"Come on, the water's getting cold" 

"Richie? | want you to know that I'm not the kiss and tell kind of person. What we've all done here tonight, will 
be a memory | will treasure and keep safe forever!" Becca implores, trying to convey how much it means to 
her without breaking down into a teary mess. 


"Hush now, we'll talk about it after we've all had some sleep!" saying as he's drying her off. 


Just as he starts to lead you out of the bathroom to bed, you hear a muffled shout of 
"Oooohhh, FUCK JONI!!! YESI" coming from the bathroom next door. 


Grinning, Becca says, "| guess David wasn't ready to sleep just yet!" 


"Get to bed, wench!" Richie says laughing as they both climb between cool linen 


He pulls her into his strong arms and kisses her shoulder and says quietly, "Thank you, beautiful Beccal You 


mended a few sore spots in a couple of hearts tonight. Aaaannnd Davey just was a lucky coincidence." 

"Did you plan all this tonight? How did you know I'd go along with it?" she asks over her shoulder, puzzled. 

"Jon and | had spoken about a fantasy night not so long ago. We get bored on the long travel legs, you know, so 
we just boot around shit to talk about. This was one of his nights. While you were in the bathroom, freshening 
up, | asked him if we should see how you would react, if you were confronted by a certain situation. You 
played the game beautifully and then some!" 

Just as Becca is about to reply, the bedroom door swings open and a damp haired Jon stumbles in 

He climbs into bed and whispers loudly, "You two awake?" 


Becca giggles and Richie lets out a snort. 


"Just lie down Jon! | was telling Becca about your fantasy night before you tried to be quiet.” Richie says with 


a chuckle. 

"Hmmm what a night! Thank you, beautifull | wasn't in a good head space today, hence the boys night out 
tonight," he says, propping himself up on his elbow looking at them both. "My brothers were trying to cheer 
me up in the best way they know how. But all it took was a beautiful damsel in distress to play along with a 
game and this heart,” placing her hand on his chest, "is on its way to being whole again, and | thank you. Both 
of youl" 

Jon kisses them both sweetly on the lips before dropping back to the pillows with a sigh. 


"You're welcome, baby. It was loads of fun. Though | may be walking home slightly bow-legged later this 


morning," Becca say sleepily. 

"Don't go home!" Jon simply says. Richie's breathing is getting heavier as they're both talking. 
"What? l-l have to at least change for the concert! I'm not going in my work clothes,” she protests. 
"Rich! Wake up for a minute, man! You need to hear this too," Jon shakes his best friend's shoulder. 


"Becca, are you sure there's nothing holding you here? Family, commitments, anything at all?" Jon sits up 
asking excitedly. 


"No, baby, nothing. Even Mike is moving away with his boyfriend soon," she says. "Why do you ask?" 


"Come with us! Quit your job and come with us! For as long as you want or for as little as you want - your 


choice! Keep us company or tell us to go to hell, any day, any night. No recriminations!" he says seriously. 
But... but.. my job, my apartment?" Becca stutters. 


"Quit, sub-let to your flat mate! Hell, we'll pay out the lease, or buy it for you so you have somewhere to 


return to, if you want to leave us at anytime," Jon counters. 


"No use arguing, baby, when Jonny gets an ideal Just say yes. It'll be manna from heaven having a beautiful 
woman to keep us boys in line! But I'll only share with you Jon. Davey, tonight, was an exception to the rule. 
Also, Becca, if you ever feel like we are not treating you right, you get to cuff us behind the ear to pull us 


into line or just turn and walk away! Like Jonny said, no recriminations," Richie says seriously. 


"Wow! What can | say?" she said, her mind working a million miles an hour. "Why me? Why me out of all the 


women in the world that would kill to be here right now?" she asks incredulously. 


"| don't know, baby, just a gut feeling that if we treat you right, you'll treat us right. So just say yes already!" 


Jon says leaning in for a kiss. 


"Yes, already!" Becca answers before Jon sweeps in for a longer, deeper kiss. Becca tangles her fingers in his 


still damp hair as her heart is beating wildly. 


“Great! Work out the details in the morning! You two celebrate, l'm going to sleep. We got a show to do in a 
few hours!" the guitarist says sleepily. 


THE END 


